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rise of ground ahead.   To the north lay a. blue line of great
mountains which grew yellow as we approached it.

We had been travelling for two hours or so when we saw
four swift desert lorries approaching. Who could these be?
They were military lorries. They stopped. We stopped.
All travellers stop in the desert, and they always ask the same
questions: where are you going and what is the road like ?

A tall man in a tweed suit leaped out of the first lorry and
came towards us He was the Governor of Sinai. He had
been patrolling his roads. They were not very good, he
said, but we should get through. He had spent the night at
the Government rest-house at Abu Zenima and had ordered
it to be kept open for me. We shook hands and parted.
The dust of our wheels met and mingled in the air and slowly
settled down over the desert.

Shortly after mid-day we passed through a mountain range,
and ran an erratic course along dry torrent beds. I have
never in my life seen such colours on mountains. Some were
rose-redj some pale blue, others dark blue. The coloured sum-
mits towered into the sunlight. After an hour we came
suddenly to a sight of the Gulf of Suez, a broad strip of dark
blue lying beyond golden sand, and we pulled up at a lonely
little bungalow about twenty yards from the water. This
was the Government rest-house. It contained a sitting-room
and three bedrooms furnished with camp beds and chairs.

Yusuf produced an amazing meal. He set out on the
bare little table a bowl of soup, sardines, a roast pigeon, cold
ham, turkey and beef, a bottle of English pickles, a potato
salad, Brie cheese, French bread, butter, and a bottle of
beer. And this was the desert of Sinai!

I spent the afternoon walking along the lonely half-moon of
sand, collecting the strange and beautiful shells for which
this stretch of the Gulf is so famous. Some are conch shells
of enormous size lined with pink mother-of-pearl, others are
delicate pink shells like flowers, and if you look carefully, you
can find delightful little polished brown shells which you will
probably keep until you reach home; but, as everyone knows,
it is the sad fate of shells to be gathered with tremendous
enthusiasm only at some time to be heartlessly thrown away.

About half a mile from the rest-house are the hutments and